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Author's Notes: 

| originally wrote this eons ago for the \"Reluctant N" writing exercise, the gist of which is to write a story of 
approx. 600 words in the first person, but only use YN" twice, which also includes all instances of 
\'me/my/we/us/our(s)/etc\" at least as they pertain to the narrator. It was difficult, and | wasn\'t happy 
with the resulting story at the time, but | uncobwebbed it recently and played around with it, and | like it well 
enough to put it out there now. :-) 
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They're at it again. 


Talking like there's nobody else in the entire fucking world, which there isn't, because everyone else has been 
shut out from the vivid chatter that flows from one man to the other as they finish each other's sentences 
in the same way, with the same laughter, that they've had since they were kids. Before they even formed a 


band, let alone acquired the best drummer ever in yours truly. 


The ordinary conversation drifts into something else, tones softening, Billie's pitch lowering and Mike's raising 
until they're opposite where they usually are and their voices blend into this new configuration Except it's not 


new; this song's been playing off and on for a long damn time. 


Their hands lie close together on the worn sofa cushion of the tour bus, and so, so gradually, they move 
closer. When they finally touch, Mike's lifts up, those long, spidery fingers bestowing delicate strokes across 
the back of Billie's knuckles. Billie's head tilts forward slightly, a little coy or maybe just shy; there's no sense 
of flirtation, no ‘come hither‘ vibe at all. There never is. Yet the simple act of one string-callused hand 
hovering over another has an unexpectedly profound intimacy. It feels almost like intruding, seeing this subtle 


expression of shared emotion 


Light flashes as the platinum band adorning Billie's third finger shifts and it triggers a shift in mood. His chin 
rises, and whatever it is that Mike sees in hazel eyes makes him back off, his hand returning to his own lap in 


a gesture of surrender that has an edge of sorrow to it. 


Their body language holds more than an edge, and Billie's is coloured with the sudden tension of guilt, sweeping 
dark across his face to downturn full lips. That little piece of metal never leaves his finger, omnipresent for all 
the years since Adrienne put it there, and he loves her. So damn young when he met her but his heart's 
never wavered, never wandered even when his body has, and even that was a long time ago now. Mistakes 
made and dealt with; a marriage stronger for it. Kids that mean everything in the world to their parents and 
know it. 


Sitting here in silence born of things that have never been spoken - that beat against their cages with 
increasing fervour - what was never quite clear before, in all the chance observances and all the tiny, stolen 


moments that obviously meant something more; it crystallises into a purer understanding. 


He's loved Mike that long, too. And never done anything about it. Never let himself cross that line. He's kissed 
Mike, sure; onstage, dude, anything goes. It's a different world and it plays by different rules. Coming down off 
that high, stage rules are sometimes still applied and there's been more than one tonguing incident all around. 


But it doesn't mean anything then. It's a way to blow off steam, nothing more. 


This, right here, this inability to accept what's truly between them; this is more. This is real, for all that it's 
been hiding in plain sight so long. What they don't seem to know is that it's also allowed, or it ought to be. The 


rules are different for them. Always have been. 


Mike and Billie both start when arms wrap around them and draw them close, but they relax willingly enough, 
one dark and one blond head each finding a shoulder with a sigh. Maybe they know that they haven't gone 
unwitnessed, maybe it's just a relief to be held. To enjoy the human contact, something the whole band usually 
does. No shame here about hugs. 


Lips find a small, unadorned ear among the bird's nest of black curls. "Mike doesn't count" 


Billie jerks upright, eyes huge, and Mike's about ten seconds behind. The impulse to giggle is firmly stifled. 


"The Jasons and Ronnie have this little bet going about alcohol tolerance. Someone's gotta show ‘em how it's 
really done. Switch bunks with you for the night, Dirnt? Might as well spare Bill the singing and the puking 


and..." 
"The three am. jerking off," Billie adds, rolling his eyes. 


Blue meets blue and there's a certain smugness in Mike's gaze that begs for a comment. "You might not get 


to miss that part after all" 


Startlement turns to soft wonder tinged with more as they look at each other and it is definitely time to get 
the hell out of here. | grasp each of their hands - the same hands that ached to touch just moments ago - 
and carefully mesh their fingers, laying the joined hands on Billie's thigh. 


Last glance back finds them eye fucking from about a six inch distance and that's just not acceptable. "Hey!" 
They break apart guiltily to be greeted with a cheeky grin and a parting shot. "Lube and condoms. Bathroom. 
Left-hand drawer." Hazel eyes widen dramatically and sharp cheekbones flush. The idea isn't to scare them but 
To encourage, to help them find each other as fully as they've always wanted to, and so my smile and voice 


both soften, gently urging them together. 


"Go on, boys: get your hands dirty." 


